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not feel ^ that he was altogether to blame. He
was a piece of pottery in whom the potter had
carelessly set a flaw.

He might be, as Judith had said, one of the
hopes of the Herries; but they had been too strong
for him and the hope was lost. From the very
beginning he had been frightened of Will's
efficiency, a rebel against his father, acquiescent
in things as they were, a slave to his mother's
melodrama, subservient again to his wife's lazy
indifference* The Herries had beaten him every
time. He might have been a success in any
other family. Judith alone had understood
him. Judith . , . dear, darling Judith ... so
kind, so wise, so brave, so friendly and true. . . .

He got up, made a step towards the desk.
He had almost those letters in his hand. But
no, he must not. If he read them he would
return and there would begin again that wretched
half-life, with Walter's spying and bullying. . . .

Walter! He called the name aloud as though
he were challenging it. He could see that swollen,
red-faced, confident boaster. . . . There was a
knock on the door. Mrs. Morland looked in.

* A lady to see you, sir/ she said.

' A lady?' He turned back, smoothing his
hair that had grown too long and tumbled over
his forehead. His heart beat nervously, as it did
now when anyone approached him. There was
a pause, and then who should come in? Who
but old Maria Rockage?

He was so greatly surprised that he could not
speak, but could only stare at her with his mouth